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PREFACE. 


O pleaſe, and inſtruct 15, Or 
ought to be the Buſineſs of all 


= Authors, and of none more 


4 more particular manner 
to ſtrike the Imagination 


| exalt the Soul out of 1s Earthly Taber- 
| nacle, while he ſuſpends all the Cares of this 
World, and infuſes Virtue by tbrozving it 1n- 


* 


than the Poet, he ought in 


with pleaſing Images, and 


to it's true Light, and Painting it in theli- 


welieſt Colours, to the End that his Reader 


| may be both Deligbted, and Inſtrucied at once. 


The Subject which 1 lade choſen tn handle 
in this follozwwing Work, is the P ropoſition, It 
is appointed for all Men once to die; which 


Propoſition opens at once to a Chriſtian, a 


| State of Mortality in this World, and a cer - 
tain fixt and determinate End thereto, at the 
if ame Time that it ſhews him a Glorious Im- 


42 mortality 
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my taltty, a future State of Exijic *LOg reer. 
be miſt Exyect a juitable Reward for all IU, 
Actions on this Theatre: And therefore to | 
7 Eu that we may make 0 happy Exit,it | 
25 fit wwe Jhaul' keep this 8 eis final Cu- 
taſtropbe in View, to ſhe vs at once, that 


we are both a- din to N ang o Angels; 


an] Hat we may . bunt the Earthly 


ant Mortal, the Heawveily and Immortal, 
1 585 Reaſuns adequate to their Value, no: 
pricing tre Mortal, and Mz ment 7755 and 


c "eg 1 NT the 3 a Jeter nal Part 


r Heng. T jay, if we are ts Exiſt in 
Future Sea: „ and expect that eternal Fal- 
ak will exiibit to us Rewards and Puniſt 
ment,, accyrding to the Works done in ihe 
Fe, tn ought our Eye to be alway: fixed 
on this Dit os ways logging on elde, as 


OL fOUFHer's here, which muſt quickly quit this 


State and launch into the bnu:Alej s Sea of E- 


ternity, or certain Reſidence, our final 


F lace of Reſt, and our ft ure Home:; the 0 0 J 


ber, muſt toe all come t6 I JONeY or [acer w 
28 lie down in the Grave. 


51 


be diſadvantage which Subje 75 of 4515 


7 (ure meet with in theſe Days may el! 
male 


| 
— 
+ 


Preface. 0 


P, | m21ahe a Mund abt of Sure ef 3 the Very Title 
i 7s formidatle to ſome ſrt of Reader, who 
3 think it a Crime lo be Grave and Serious; 
fſuch a Title as mine 15 a Gorgon's Head, to 
- ſcar away ſuch Readers; nor are ſuch Read- 
ers muth to be blamed, Grat ity and Moree- 
; neſs has too long paſſed on the Nord for deep 
y Reading and profound Knowledge. A grave 
„ A dreſ#d upin a ridiculous Stiff neſs, with 
; an aſtected Grimace, has no riglt to be diſ- 
i pleaſyd, if be jets Manbind a Laughing as 
ſo prepyſterous a Figure. But in Divinity, 
let a Man bit put on thts Figure once, and 
- he damns all that dare as much as laugh at 
- bis profcund Stupidity, for ridiculing Di- 
dine Sctence and Miſfery. For my Part 
as I take none of this State on me, IT ſhall 
5 with a wery cbearful Countenance bear a 
i part with thoſe who ſhall Juſtly Laugh at 
- my Errors, waiting, till J in my Turn have 
4 the ſame Opportunity to laught at them. 
— | That thi: Subiect I bade choſen is a fit 
'e and proper Subject for Verſe, is what I am 
induced to believe, ſeeing that there 15 room 
in handling it to Launch out into bold Flights, 
and raiſe dur Thoughts with a Spirit A noble 
D _ 


Enthufiaſm, which is the very Effence of 


Poetry. And Divnnty is what in a more 
particular Manner belongs thereto; and this 
was the firſt Species of Poetry which exiſted, 
tho) it has ſince Degenerated, and been apply- 
el to more Ignoble End.. 

If there i, any thing in the followty 
Poem, which may conduce to the End which 
J intended it for. viz. To make Mankind 
Better. I ſhall not think my Time ill heſtor- 
ed; for Tam of Opinion, that every Man © 
#5 obliged by bis Scituation in the World, as 
well as the Duty he orves to God, to do all — 
the (Tood in bis Porter, and if he attempts 
with a pre pect, at leaſt to hiniſelf, of f. ww . 
c2eding, 1t 15 an Apology enough for a Pub- 
lication of the Poem in the World. IT am 
not to Fudge, it is a Province left purely # 
to my Reader, and not to me. Thus much © 
indeed I will beg for this Production of mine, 1 
that it may be candidly uſed, being the Pro- mn, 
duct of a vacuity from a hurry of Bufineſs, B. 
and the Off spering of a very Young, and im- 


mature Stock. 


DEATH. : 


1 5 e 
42 e 1 l 85 = 
's The ARGUMENT. 


H Author propoſes in brief the Subject of the 
POEM, then haſtens into the midſi of Things, 
2 proceeds to ſhew the riſe of Death's Empire, from 
ly the Tranſgreſſion of our Firſt Parents in the Garden of 
h Eden, Reflections on the many Benefits which the 
 Aimighty end d Adam with in the Gifts of Nature, 
C5 which powerd forth abundant Delights for ha Suffe- 
0= mance and P'eaſure, but thoſe being inſufficient to yield 
5 bim as a ſociable Creature true Happine's, be over- 
zobelms him with a deep Sleep, then takes from bis fide 
½ Rib, of which he makes Woman, Adam awakes and 
pe bolds her with Amazement, and by a natural Iuſt inc 
' Purlues her. His Speech to ber and ber Reply. They 
. nutually Happy in their Innocence and Love, ay ſe. 
| UCEBb 
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duced by the Serpent to eat the Fruit which the A. D 
mighty has enjoyn'd them on pain of Death not to M 
touch. The Almighty behnids them,deſcends from Hea- 1 
ven Judges them, and tle Serpent condemns them, 

and cx pells them the happy Garden, to tor! and labour N 
for their Bread. Flence conſe uent to their Tranſgreſ- | A 


ion, and the Almighty ys HalediFiom, Nature becomes v 
inverted, Corruption fe:ze5 he feveral Parts of the in- 
feriour Creation, and a deiire f Hibod und R. thn fall 
the Animal, hence Death :s introduced thro" the whole 
Circle of the Geaton. I various Ways of his de. 3 
ftroying, by Food, by Study, which, while it informs H 
— gives true Wiſdom, 9 ſhe wing us the geut G. B. 
tar in his Works, 2wajles and deſtroys us in the Search. B 
That Death 4s deſiruble thing, becauſe it frees ws fron: 
the burt hen of the Hieth, and is not to be feared ſeems 
that all Men are cut of ſooner or later thereby. Tha: . 
Virtue alone is what can make u proof againſt his A. 
faults, and inſpires us with a true Ft vrtitude and _ A 
to be __ © 


Vite ſumma brews is (bem nos u mchoare longam. 1 
8 


Hon. ! 


— *» -_ 


* * * 


HIL s T other Theams a Bard: b 

employ, i 
I ſing of Death, and taſte a ſager Joy. 5 
Whilſt thus I warn Mankind, whilſt thus I ſing, 
The horrid Empire of the Gloomy King, 
Divine Effulgence of eternal Day, 


Exalt my Souh and purge my Droſs away, 


—— 1 
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8 Deſcend indulgent, and my Breaſt inſpire, 
With bright Seraphick Love, and Heav'nly Fire. 
"| Tis done: .- I feel within th' enlivening Ray, ? 
„My Mind enlarg'd; admits a purer Day, 

. And dares the groveling World below furvey; 8 
2 views all the flagrant Crimes that ſtain the Age, 

„ The Glutton's Bowl, the fell Deſtroyers Rage 
* The Fop exulting in his rich N 

. aht us himſelf, and vain as iis Deſire, 

1 His frantick Soul no ſteady T houghts obeys, 

. But loſt in Error, wanders in a Niaze, 

By whirling Paſſions toſs'd ten thouſand various 
. Ways. 


— 


15 So fares the Ship, when Storms tremendous ſweep 

re And plow the Boſom of the l1bouring deep, 
Contending Winds, from various Quarters; roars 

— And drive the foamy Billows on the Shoar ; 

The Bark by turns up-mounts, by turns fabſ des, 

T he Sport of driving Winds, and rolling Tides, 


d, le ſacred Horrors, and tremendous Plains, 
Where ſolemn Silence rules the dread Domains, 
ve dreary Realms, obſcur'd in boundleſs Night, 
And Glooms impervious to the chearful Light, 
Permit the Muſe. theſe awful Scenes to view, 
nd tread the Paths frequented by the few ; 


B dhe 


— — 
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She w whence the griſly Monarch's Empire roſe; 
And ſing the fatal Source of all our Woes. 


* | By thee— Firſt Patent brought upon the Stage, 


Sin firſt appear d, and Death had Power to rage, 
When the forbidden Gold had rais'd Deſire, 
And fecret Longings fann d the fatal Fire. 
The Fruit profanely taſted tvem'd with Woes; 
And robb'd the World of all it's ſoft Repoſe. 


In Natures infant Days, when Time was young; 


Or Fiſhes ſported in their watery Beds; 

When from his vow 'd Allegiance Man withdrew, 
Spurn'd at his God, and ſwift to Ruin flew ; 
Azes yet plung'd in the dark Womb of Time, 
Were doom'd to periſh for their Parents Crime. 


Say, facred Author of this Earthly Line, 
What urg'd thee thus to tempt the Pow'rs Divine, 
Thoſe Pow'rs whoſe All- creating Hands began, 
The lifeleſs Maſs, and kindled into Man. 

Thoſe Pow'rs that bade the wanton Attoms roll, 
Ailumea Godlike Form, and gave the Soul, 
To bind th attentive Paſſion to it's Lore, 
And make the ſtubborn Will rebel no more; 


Eer Lies ha itain'd the Mind, or curs'd the Tongue, 
Scarce had the Mountains rear'd their awful Heads, 
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' To rule the viſual Orb, to guide its Way, 
| TO teach it where to ſtop, and where to ſtay, 
That Viſual Orb, when firſt amaz'd it lay, 
| And felt the dazling Glories of the Day, 
Amaz'd it roll'd, amaz'd it catch'd the Flame, 
And view'd amaz'd the vaſt ſtupendous Frame 
Where Planets roll, and dreadful Whirldwinds play, 
And radiant Sol drives on the flying Day. 
All this it view'd, all this it ſaw in State 
And the Almighty's laſt great Work in Man com- 
e, pleat. 


Twas this great Pow'r, that gare the dread Com- 
mand, 


„ Of all the Trees which crown the fertile Land, 

«« Whoſe Fruit refreſh the Eyes, and glad the Soul, 
Eat thus indulg d, and eat without controul ; 

gBut ſhun that Tree, which in the Center lies, 

„ Whoſe gilded Beauties court four longing Eyes, 

T is that alone you muſt not Taſte or try, 

„ For when thou doſt, that Moment thou ſhalt die. 


While thus th' Almizhty Thund'rer wrap'd in Fire, 
Gives the Command to our forgetting Sire, 
; Ambroſial Fragrance, from his Eſſence flows, 
And round his Head the flaming Lightning own 
Eternal Sweets perfume the bleft abode, 
To And Nature trembling _ the ſpeaking God. 4 
2 
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All Grac ous Pow'r, how does thy Wiſdom ſhine ' 
Inev'ry Att how Wondrous ! How Divine! 
The eaſy Task injoyn'd, thy Love declares, 


Yet Man thy Slave, thut late enliven'd Cloud, 
Dares break the ſacrecl 51n*tion of his God; 
A Slave to Luft, and Vallal to his Will, 
Aſſerts the dreadful Privilege to Kill. 


Nor all the Sweets indu! rt Nature pours: 
Her purple Bcautics, and eternal Flowers 
Nor all the glorious Gifts by Heav n defign'd, 
Lord of the World, am] Parent of Mankind, 
Made o er the fail'n Son of Heav'n to riſe, 
And bleſs with a new Progeny the Skies, 
Unthinking Man's Obedience could engage: 
Or baffle Satan's fierce relentleſs Rage. 


Produc'd by Nat: ture, not delign'd tor yu? 
For thee the purple Springs eternal Eloom : 
For thee the Trees project their rel Gloom. 
For thee the Piumb puts out it's gloſſy Blue, 
And bluihing Roſes ſhine with pearly Dew ; 
Foc thee the Vines their purple Glories bear, 
An] {caught with ſwelling Buds the Limbs appear, 
The Scaſons laugh, and ſmilzs the Buxom Year. 


And in the Penal Curle, thy dreadful Pow'r appears. 


0 
0 


Ye 


Say glorious Wretch, what Joys; what Pleaſure grew. | 


| 
| 


by ] 7 . 


Ns ee ns 
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\ et all thoſe Blefſings. cou'd but gently warm, 

Could latisfy tho' impotent to charm ; _ 

No high exalted Rapture could employ, 

The raviliid Soni, or give a Heav'nly Joy, 

No Taſte, no Senie of all-refreſhing Love, 

To emulute the Biiſs of thofe above; 

Tich the great Pow r forſakes his native Skies, 

And ſeals in ſleepy Shades thy dozing Eyes: 

Then with his powerful Hand he ope's thy Side, 

' And takes from thence thy fatal charming Bride; 

That beaut'ous Bride, of a Majeſtick Mien, 

That fatal Bride that taught you firſt to Sin. 

Oh! Heav'nly Muſe, exert thy utmoſt might, 

And draw the bleſt, the pleaſing Scene to Light 

That Adam faw, when firſt he ope'd his Eyes, 

Poth loſt in Raptures, and in ſoft ſurprize. 

He ſaw a * Shape ſoft as Auroras riſfſe * Eve. 
When ſirſt ſhe ſweeps along the bluſhing Skies. 
Nie faw her skip like ſome young tender Fawn, 

That lightly skims along the flow'ry Lawn, 

He ſtood and wond Ted in a ſtrange amaze, 
His Eye-balls light ning with a radiant Blaze, 
His Heart now feels a pleaſing new Deſire, 
His Sight augments, and fanns the amorous Fire; 


(5 


1 


2 4 Whilſt her bright Eyes alternately convey, 
r( The pleaſing Pain, and makes a double Day. 


* 
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Thus for {ome time he views the Heav'nly Fair, 
Djvinely bright as Guardian Angels are; $ 
Then ſoſtly claſps her lovely Hand, and taye, * 
“ Joy of my Soul, and partner of my Deys, 
fHeaxẽꝰns laſt, and only gift, iny better pact, 
« Dear to thy Conſort as his in moſt Heart, 


Not Earth it ſelf, and all it's richeit Sto es, 4 
* It's {weeteſt Products, and it“ bluſhing Fl vers, 1 
* Soglads my Soul, or gives ſuch vaſt Delight, q 
« To my pleas'd Fancy, and admiring Sight. F 
mM Stretch ore thy Shape, my wandr]! In. Eye. bal. 4 

92 roll, 6. 
„ And ſpeak the tender longings of my Soul, J 
So Soft, ſo Fair, fo Innocent, and Gay, 4 


Bright as the Light, and Charming as the Day, 4 
Made by indulgent Heav'n to crown my Bliſ, © 
« And give a pure untainted Happineſs, | * 
For all this Spacious World was nought to me, 
gut deſolation wbil'ſt it wanted Thee; 

A vaſt ſtupend dus, dead unattive Frame, 

A lonely Wild, and Solitary Scene, ö 
Nor all yon charming Arbours deck'd with P 
| Flowers, | 

Soft purling Riv'lets, and blooming Bowers, 
« Where Balmy Zephyr with his genial Wing, 
« Broods o er the Product of the ſcuitful Spring, 
Were not, till Heav'n indulzent gave in thee, | 
« The boundleſs Charms of ſoft Society. 


Thr 
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Thus ſpoke our Father; and thus He replies. 

(Iacefant Glories Keane dom her Eyes.) 

« There is fome innate Impulſe (ture by Heuv'n, 

« The tender Wiſh, the chaſte Defire'> ziver.) 

« Which loftly whiſpers to my yielding Mind, 

And tells me that Iam for you delizu'd; 

© A ſecond Self. To ſhare thy jocund Hours, 

And ſport in Blils amongſt theſe fragrant Flow'rs; g 

Where Plealures brooding all bedeck the Ground, 

n.“ And fweetelt Fragrance caſts it s Steams around; 

| Not all thoſe Sweets, nor yonder verdant Trees, 

«© Which foftly dance unto the whilp ring Breeze, 
Cou'd give ſuch Pleaſure to my wandring Sight, 

« Nor yield to vaſt, {0 true, ſo great Delight, 

As thou the ſocial Partner of my Joys, 

„ Which all my much admiring Thoughts employs. 


Thus they in mutual Innocence, and Bliſs, 

Taſted the plealing Sweets of Happineſs; 

No Cares vexat ous, theit Calm Breatts annoy, 
th Nor the fierce raptures of deluding Joy, 
But all wag Peace, ſuch as Religion brings, 

On the ſoft pinions of her healing Wings. 

Till Satan raging with tremendous Spite, 
From Hell's grim Confines takes his dreadful Flight; J 
To Zden's bliſstul Garden ſhapes his Way, 
Nd taints with baleful Glooms the upper Day; 


In 


WP — * 
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In Serpents Shape, his wily Frand he lays 
Tempts our weak Mother, and Mankind betrays; 
They take, they eat, the dread inſtructive lil, 
Nor heed the Miſchiefs of the Guilded Pill. 


So when {ome Paſſenger for plcature ſtrays, 
Thro' pleaſant Paſtures, and thro' Flow'ry Wa ya. 
If chance a Snake in the gay Valle; lyes, 

Hid under Covert from his raviſh d Eyes, 
Which ſudden ruſhes with a dreadful bound, 
Afſaults at once, and gives a deadly Wound. 


Now the Almighty Thund'rer from on High. 
Looks from the Windows of the Starry Sky, 
With his broad Eye the pendant Ball ſurveys, 
And ſees perverted Man's unrighteous Ways. 


5 c 


Then quick as Thought, from Heav'n to Earth he flies b 


And leaves a Track of Glory in the Skies. 


So (if great Things by ſmall we may Explain ) 


A glowing Comer ſhews it's fiery Train, 


; When his far-beaming Head he rears to ſight, 


And gazing Nations view the mighty Light. 


f 


'L 


bo 


7 N 


g 


I 
Now thro' gay ZEer's hallow'd Plains he moves, 


And with his Preſence glads the laughing Groves. 
Mean while our Parents in cloſe Covert lye, 


To ſhrow'd themſelves from God's all-ſeeing He, 
How 


{ How vain ! nor Heav'n, nor Earth, nor Hell can keen, 
Nor the: dark Confines of the boundleſs Deep, 
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For preſent every where he all ſurveys, 
That's done in Earth, or Hell, or utmoſt Seas. 
; To judgment forth he calls the guilty Fair, 
, 3 and {low they come in deep Deſpair, 
'*. Cursd be the Ground, (The great Creator ſaid) 
.« Cars'd be the Serpent, that weak Hoe betray'd, 
„ Upon his Belly growing he ſball go, 
Nor any Food but vileſt Duſt an know. 
T ben thus to Exe 7 


„Thy gtating Sorrows, greatly Il increaſe, 


And from thy erring Boſom baniſh Peace. 


„ 


owl a 


4 « He ſhall thy Head, and thou his Heel ſhall druide, 


gBetvget the Serpent's Seed, and thive ſhall be, 
,« Continual Strife, and endleſs Enmity. 


Because thou eaten what thou ſhou d ſt refuſe. 


Then to our Father, the Almighty ſays, 


1 The rr Harveſt i in the untill d Field, 

bh No more with pleaſing Verdure ſmile the Plains, 
* Nor with ſweet Odours ſoot h your coming Pains, 
; 's Wild horns and [Thiſtle henceforth it ſhall give, 


« And t heu upon the Herb in ſorrow lire, 
8 Till hoary Time, and waſting Age decay, 


Diſſolve thy Frame, and eat thy Life away, 
C « For 


For Duſt thou art, to Duſt thou muſt return; 
Mix with thy Clay, and feed thy Siſter Worm. 


And made all Nature his extended Prey: 


Truſt up in Dearh, and iS Clawy' "expire. © 


Corrupts our Bodies, and expells our Breath. 
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Th Almighty ſpoke His Fiat is fulfill, 
Corruption ſtalks thro” all the gaudy Field; 
Old Mother Earth ſucks in the baneful Juice, 


Ard tothe Plants and Trees the killing Ill * 


Thus fierce: Citi ſpread and wildly ran, 
Firſt feiz'd on Beaſt, and laſt on guilty Man. 
The wretched Conple from the happy Grove, 
Are driven forth thro” uncouth H to rove. 


Thus Death. in earlieſt Times obtain n san 7 


Now the Grim Lion which before had ſed, 

With bleating Flocks upon the verdant - 
Thro' thirſt of Blood, purſues the flying Fawn, 
And tracks his Footſteps o er the flow ry Lawn. 
In the Aerial Space the tow ring Eagle ſprings, 
And points his Claws, and ſhoots updn his * 
The diſtant Partridge meets fis Coming Ire, 


Ar 
Nor here the 'hid'ous Nodes os his Courſe, | Or 


But whirls at Man in varithis Stiapes his Force. 
Now in our Food, he ſpreads his ſubtile Net, 


An 


+. 4 
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ad now with Reafons loyely Light he charms, 


And to ſeek Knowledge the grave Student warms. 


oy 


truck with the Blaze that Fame or Virtue brings, 


dn the ſtrong Pinions of their Heav'nly Wings, 
J'hco' arduous Ways, the ſtuclious Soul purſue, 


While charming Nature's open'd to the View ; 


The great Creator's Offspring greatly Good, 


Frofuſe it's Bleſſings; arid it's wholſome Food. 


Oh! can the Athen ſtupid and profane, 

Survey theſe Beauties, and ſurvey in vain ? 

Can he believe that all from Atoms ſprung, _ 
As that weak Poet, vain Lucretius fung ? | 
Cannot his Reaſon thro' the various Space, 

he Ot vious Foot-ſteps of th* Almighty trace? 

Can he behold the various Orbs on high, 

* gild the Earth, and Pave the arched Skie; 
Thoſe bright and beamy Fires, whoſe influence hurl'd 
Jnto the Center, warm the rether World, 

Eregnate her Womb, and with their liv ning Ray, 

all forth the blooming Flowers, and Herb to Day; 
Can he their various Revolutions view, 
And fee the Seaſons every Year renew, 
And think that all's the Work of fickle Chance, 
Or that wild Atoms in their giddy Dance, 2 


14 ould to ſuch perfect Works their Aim advance? d) 


Let us ſurvey the ſpacious World and ſee, 
Ang firft theſe various Things began to be 
; 12 C 2 8 
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Or whether Change, or {me Diviner Cauls .. .. 1 
Vir. gave it Motion, and ordain'd it Laws... 1 
But ſure not Chance? For Chance can never aim 
But at wild Random plays a fickle Game; 
Now forms a Monſter of ſtupendous _ 
And erring gives it neither Ears nor Eyes; 

Or if it gives, the Ears as well may be 5 
Fix d to the Legs, the Orbs with which we ſee 
Within the Back may lye, nor there convey 
To the bright Soul the blaze of glorious Day; 
Reflect the Images, nor paint within 

The fiow'ry Landskip, and refreſhing Green. 
Nor could the Hand, nor I eg, W bich forward ſtray, 
Find out the Path, noi guide us in our Way; j 

Were not tive glorigus * Centinels on high, 

Fix d 17 the lien 4 from whence they may deſcry 
Thoſe Dangeis that from far deſtructive rove, 

And with Wilr Miſchie! t wards the Body move. 
Or what more proper Fluce could Art ſupply, 
Wherein to fix that radian Orb the Eye, 
Then the fare Place that it doth Occupy ? 
There lie a Star it's beamy Fire diſplays, 
And - and Luſtre to the Frame conveys; 
Directs the 1liand to work, the Leggs to go, 
Toy the Danger, er engage the Foe, 
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io then could Chance ſuch perſect Work produce: 
Deſign d at once for Ornament and Ule ? 
m Did it conſult to take a certain Aim, 

To make Mankind, ard dignify his Frame? 

What Combination d id the Atoms ſtay ? 


What Judgment guide them thro the pathleſs Way! = 


- they Conſult thro' all the boundleſs Space, 
o Occupy the only proper Place? 
Did they by ſolemn League their Force conjoyn, 
And all concur in this one great Deſign ? 
What wond'rous Impulſe ? What preſiding Cauſe ? 
Thus taught them Harmony, and gave them Laws ? 
hut ſure not Chance? For Art and deep Deſign, 


FT o Frame this wond'rous World did firſt Combine ; 


This that Myſterious * World of Wonders tell, 
Where Myriads of minuteſt Organs dwell ; 

2 tho ſo vaſt, all in their End conduce, 

To private Purpoſes, and publick Uſe. 


8 N But why to Parts, confine we thus our View, 
[And not at once the boundleſs whole purſue? 


And fills the ſpacious Soul with vaſt Delight; 
He re ſoft refreſhing Vails, with painted Flowers, 


le on the Day, and bp the Vernal Showers. 


* The Human Bog. 


. 


| Where thouſand Wonders court the raviſh'd Sight, 


- 
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The Roſe high eminent exalts it's Head, 

Above the humbler Beauties of the Mead. K 

Diffuſive Fragrance from it's ſurface Stray, 

Embalm the Air, all round it's Steams convey. 

While th' Azure Vi'let on it's Stalk reclin d, 

Moves too and and fro, and Dances in the Wind. 

Beyond a Hill it's lofty Brow appears, 

Oergrown it's Surface with a length of Yedrs, 

Here the tall Wood Majeſtick Tow'rs on high, 

Nod's in the Air, and ſeems to prop the Skie. 

The Sturdy Oat with leafy honbours Crown'd, 

And the tall Pine extends it's Arms around; 

Within their Boughs the Choriſters of Air, 

Build their cloſe Neſts, and hatch their young Ones 
| there, 

With Notes Melod'ous rings the peaceful Grove, 

At once the Seat of Harmony, and Love, 

While down the Hill in Silver Caſcades flow, 


The beaut'ous Rills, and ſpreading as they go, 
With warbling Murmurs fill the Plain below. 


| Bids the tall Wood, and fragrant Paſture riſe, 
And all our various Wants, by various Ways ſupplies. 
Is this the work of Chance? Oh Stupid Man! 
Whoſe vulgar Reaſon but purſues in vain, 
Infinite Wiſdom's wiſe directing Laws, 

To find it's Motions, and it's prior Cauſe. 


Thus Nature laviſh in her freſh Supplies, 


— — — 


Oh Heav'nly Proſpect ! the firſt Cauſe we ſee, 
Immenlely Great, divine Infinity /. 


That has for ever been, and ſhall for ever E be. 


The Almighty Good ; the prior « Cauſe en 
And in ſweet Numbers * his awful Name, 
Which made the firſt, which bid the World ariſe, 

And crown d Ohmpus with the bending Skies. 
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Oh, potent Word! Who can thy Praiſe rehearſe,  : 


Or ling thy Glories in exalted Verſe? 


Too weaks the Mule to ſuch high Flights to ſoar, 


| Content I gaze, I wonder, I adore. 


So the bright Seraph's in eternal Day, 
Unable to ſuſtain the potent Ray 

Of Majeſty Divine, refulgent Light, 

Too ſtrong for Mortals, or for Angels ſight. 


With wings expanded, hide their Heav'nly Face, 
Nor can ſuſtain the dread Immortal Maze. 


Oh, Death * in val your horrors riſe, 

Your dreaded Image, and your blood-ſhot Eyes, 
All, all your dreadfull horrors . i deſpiſe; 
Graſp at the good you bring, nor heed the pain, 
Great are thy bleſſings, and thy pangs are vain; 


Such my wrap d Soul cryes out diſſolve this BA 
And let me * to live among the Jul. 


2 


„1 
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So Peter, with a Mendy Zeal inſpir'd, 
And with Eternal Bliſs Divinely fir'd, 

Wiſhes for Death, that his freed Soul may rove; 
With bleſſed Angets, i in th abodes above. 


24 


| 
bl 
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Oh, happy Thought ' Who would not wiſh to be, | 
From Cares, from Strife, from a vain World ſet free. | 
To mix with Angels, in the bleſt Abodes, 

And view above th Eternal God of Gods ? 

Round whole bright Throne the bleſſed Elder. 
ſtring 

Their golden Lyres, and Heav'nly Numbers ling; | 
Such as no Thought can frame, no Tongue exprets, | 
Exalted Songs " everlaſting Blils. | 


Fir d with theſe Motives, and this ſtrong Deſire, 
latent on Knowledge, our weak Souls expire: 
Thro' ſtud'ous var'ous Maze we tread the round, 
And wander on poſſeſs d with Doubts profound, 
Till Thinking eats our mouldring Frames away, 
And mix our E with our Parent Clay. F 
— Whilſt the bright Soul i impetuous wings it's Way, 
To dazling Regions of extended Dax. : 
There to behold, and contemplate on High, 
The charming Beauties of the ſpangl d Skie, 5 
And all the Works of the Divinity, 


? 
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{ To ſee that Throne emboſed with radiant Light. 
Fixed on Dimond Rocks whole ſplendent Sight, 
Outſhines the ſolar Beams, for ever blazing bright. 
But more to ſee the Omnipotent He, 
W ho ſetts thereon reſu gent Rlajeſty; 
4 At whoſe approach the weighty Mountain: nod, 
© Aud bending Natute owns the coming Gob. 


ell | Say Sons of Men; why all this anxious Care, 

This dreaded ſtarting, and this trembling Fear ; 

f For to evade what ſoon or late muſt come, 

f * To all the Sons of Ewe, a certain Doom? 

: Nor Wiſe, nor Fool, nor Strong, nor Wenk ſhall be, 

From this alaſs! too certain Fate ſet free; 

From the low Cottage, and the humble Cell, 

| To th'Gilded Roots where Pompandareatneſs dwell 

' Ail's full of Death, und uk muſt meet this Doom, 

And King's and P=atints fil the dreary Tomb. 
In vain the Crown with blazing Glories ſpread 

FN | Adorns with Pomp the high Majeſtick Head, 

For all muſt fade, and droop, and die away, 

NMorn out and waſted in a ſure Decay. 

Death like a Giant terrible and itrong, 

Takes haughty itrides, and ſweeps Mankind along, 

Regzacdlefs thro? the ſpacious Rooms he roves, 

Deſtruction follows whereſoe er he moves; 
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Wide his Dominion ſpreads, all Nature o'er 
Shake at his Scepter, and conſefs his Pow'r ; 
_ Evn haughty Greatneſs, and Tyrannick Sway 
Forget theic Rule, and trembling muſt obey. 


See! hauzhty Ceſar, midſt triumphant Cars, 
The waſte of Nations, and the pomp of Wars; 
Greatly triumphing o'er his Country's Laws 
And greatly glorious in a wicked Cauie 
His vending Brow, the Lau.e! Wreaths adorn; 
x Sublime thro' ſhouting Crowds the Hero's born: 
8 Earth's univerſal Lord, he lits al ne, 
i | And all the World his wide Dominion own; 
x Yet he in vain the ſtroak of Death evades, 
4 His Blood indignant ſmoaks on murdring Blades; 
With his own Guards, and Friends encircul'd round, 
The killing Ponyards deal the deadly Wound. 


Nor Pow'r, nor Strength, nor wily Art can fave 
From the wide Jaws of the devouring Grave; 
As fore the Reapers Hand the ripen'd Ear, 
Drops it's ſick Head, and leaves the ſurface bare, 
So muſt all Mankind fall, and yield their Breath, 
Cut down and levelPd by the Hard of Death. 
= Alone in Virtue one Relief remains, 
N To blunt his Darts, and break his Icy Chains. 
Virtue which midit grim Tortures makes us ſmile, | 
And feel new Traulports at the Funeral file; Rs N 
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While the gay Soul leaves it's dull Load behind, 
| And mounts triumphant on the Wings of Wind 


* Toit's own Native Seat of Joys, and Reſt, 


And there in full Fruition of the Almighty's bleſt. 


So the fond Bridegroom on the Bridal Day, 
In eager Wiſhes ſends his Soul away, 


Anxious he counts the Moments as they fly, 


Sighs for the Joy, and warms to Ecſtacy ; 
At length ſhe comes, in all her blooming Charms, 
And yields herſelf to his deſiring Arms; 


Big with the Joy, with full fruition crown'd, 


Far fly the Cares, and Raptures ſpread around. 


id, 


| | SED | N . . N | L 


The End of the Firſt BOOK. 
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Optima quæ que dies miſeris Aort1itbus vi 
Prima fugit, ſubeunt morbi, triſtij ue ſenectus 
Et laber, & dure rapit inclementia Mortis. 
Whilſt thro' grim Death wide dreary 
Realms ſhe ſoars, 


And all the diſmal Waſte around explores, 
Where dreaded Horror and Deſtruction ſpreads 
A Veil of Darkneſs round their hated Heads. 


— 


H Muſe! ence more my labouring Breaſt 
inſpire, 
And fill my Soul with an exalted Fire; 


His Court he keeps where folemn Silence lies, 
In murky Darkneſs 'neath the nether Skies ; 
There in the vaſt Abyſs of gloomy Night, 

He rules with unconfin'd and boundleſs Might, 
Ten thouſand Vaſſal Slaves obey his Pow'r, 
Stops when he Bids, and at his Nod devour. 


This Empire from his Parent Sin he draws, 
For Sm firſt opened his devouriug Jaws, | 

| Whetted his Scithe, and gave him pow'r to ſtray, 
And rule Mankind with a reſiſtleſs Sway. 


Sin, gawdy Form! in Heaven's bright Plains it roſe, | 


And dar'd the Almighty, and his pow'rs oppoſe. 


By 


VINCI. 
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By Satan rais'4 the falſe contagion grew, 


And with it's force three parts of Heav'n it drew; 


Thence with it's Maker Satan, it was hurl'd, 
With hideous uproar to the nether World. 

By him from thence it quickly took it's flight, 
From Shades of Horror's to extended Light, 
And now a ſpecious Show thro' Earth it roves, 
And haunts in Court's, and Cots, and Shady Groves. 


Here the gay Harlot with deluding Charms, 
And wanton Smiles the potent Pow'r Arms, 

The fondling Youth catch t with the pleaſing Bait 
Nor heeds the Miichief, nor the ſtrong deceit, 
But Smoothly Glides, pleas'd with the Charming ill, 
And drinks the Poiſon whichis ſure to kill. 


Zo to weak Fre; the tempting Fruit looks gay, 
And Smiles Luxuriant only to betray. 
Too late fhe found that all it s tempting Charms. 
Mere but to Gild, and Magnifie her Harms. 


Thus by it's firſt begotten Sins employ'd, 
And it's on Children by it ſelf's deſtroy'd. 
Ten thouſand Emiſſa ries fill Death's train, 
And ſar, and wide extend his gloomy Reign; 
Fierce diſcord, vain Ambition, Grief, Diſpair, 
And Meagre Famine, with it's griz ly Hair. 
This 
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This King of Terrours, when he is deſign'd 
Io ranſack Kingdoms, and deitroy Mankind, 
| Sends Diſcord one of his infernal Band 
On Wings of Wind, to fly from Land to Land,; 
Nor fails th'envenom'd Servant to fulfil 
The horrid Dictates of his Monarch's Will, 
He goes from Realm to Realm, and faſt hifpires 
Each boiling Breaſt with his contagious Fires. 
Oft' in the Court he takes his dreadtul Stand. 
And thence he Hurls his Poiſon o'er the Land, 
He Swells each Soul, in every Boſom glows, 
Nor lutters reſt to either Friends or Foes, 
'Tiit War his Brother comes with loud Alarms, 


And gives to each contending Power deſtructi: e 


Arms. 


Mar hideous Phantom Thundring in the rear, 
With Shouting Clamours fills the diſtant Air, 
Far beaming Fires his burniſh'd Arms imblaze, 
Not more Refulgent ſhine the folar Rays, 

His poliſh'd Heim intolerably Bright, 

Difpels the Horrors, and defates the Night, 
Tnvades with flaſhing Beams the viſual Ray, 
And from the dazled Eye-ball ſnatch the Day,; 
Pale Horrors round, and fell deſtruction Reigns; 
And heaps of Dead deform the purple Plains, 
The clang of braſen Trumps, and dying Cries, 
Float on the Air, and thunder thro' the Skies. 
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Next follows Death, the laſt of all the Band, 
Gloomy his Aſpect. horrors cloath his Hand. 
On his pale Steed the direful Monarch rides, 
And grim Diſtructions cloath his Meagre ſides. 
A flowing Robe diſtain'd with purple Gore 
He wears, a Tipe of his deſtroying Power. 


, 


Thus thro' the Camp he moves in dread A rray, 
Breaks thto the Front, and ſweeps whole Ranks away, 
But more the Brave, whoſe Breaſts with ardor fir d, 
Puſh them on Fate; by thee Oh Wrath! inſpir'd. 
Heroes thro' bloody Fields impetuous drive, 

But ſeldom does their dear bought Name ſurvive ; 
For oft? with fury ſtung, they mbark too far, 

And on their Heads alone ſuſtain the War. 


So when ſome prowling Wolf invades the Fold, 
Impell'd by Hunger, or drove on by Cold, + 

He ſcatters Wild DeſtruCtion all around, 

And heaps of Carnage ſtrew th' enſanguin'd Ground; 
| He ſtill falls on, he ſtill Deſtruction ſpreads; 
The carefull Shepherds rous d deſert their Beds, 

Ruſh forth impetuous, and the Brute ſurround ; 2 


Each injur'd Swain inflicts a deadly Wound, 
Draws forth his Life, and hurles him on the Ground. 


So fares that Warriour which unthinking Flies, 
With Fire, and Sword amidſt his Enemies. 


E Better 
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Better 1 think and braver is that Man, Ir. 
Who ſlowly goes, and Conduct carries on, . 
Conduct that Shield which ſtill defends from Harms, T. 
And vies with all the Power of killing Arms. IN 
This that ſage General knew whoſe Conduct bore JF: 
The Laurel off, with Fortitude and Power. IF 
Britannia's Hononr now the Muſe inſſires, : 
Exalts my Soul, and calls forth all it's Fires, ＋ 
While the fond Lyre reſounds great Malbros Name; X 
Dear to his Country, and as dear to Fame. = 

Say Danube. lay how oft' has Afa!bro' fttood, 
Upon the Margin of thy rolling Flood, c 1 
Cloathed in Arms, and bath'd in Hoſtile Blood? O Ib 
While his dread Sword his Country's Right Maintains, J* 
And binds the Gallic Tyrant faſt in Brazen Chains. g 


Oh could the Muſe, like Addi ſou's ſuſtain, 
The glorious Actions of but one * Campaign, 
Wick wha exalted Numbers would ſhe Soar, 
And ſhew Thee Quelling a Tyrannick Power, 
Shew haughty Lewis, by thy Arms repell d, 
Reſign the Conqueſt, and forgoe the Field, 


Nor longer hopes for wide extended Sway, 
| But fears himſelt muſt ſoon thy Arm's Obey. 


| Oh Potent Hero! Heav'n be ſure Aſſign'd, 
And mark'd Thee out to juſtify Mankind; 
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To check the haughty Tyrants in their Spring, 
And thew them, Juſtice only makes a King; 
That they're ordain'd the Shepherds of the Sheep, 
Not for Deſt ruction, but with Care to keep. 
For this thy Arms, O Pious Chief! were rear'd, 
For this thy Pray'rs to hearing Heav'n prefer d. 
Nor wild Ambition fir'd thy ſpotleſs Mind, 

Thy view was only to relieve Mankind, 

To take the Yoak from of their galled Neck, 

And the ſtrong Chain of Vaunting Tyrants break, 

To dry the Orphan's, and the Widow's Tears, 

To eaſe the trembling Nations of their Cares. 

For this the Almighty cloaths thy Arm with Might, 

And ſends thee forth Victorious to the Fight, 

For this Britannia's thund'ring Canons Roar, 

And level Citys, on a Foreign Shore. 


But Ah no more Britannia's Bullwork now, 


A ſtronger force has laid thy Honours low. 
Death which alone oer all exerts his Pow'rs, 
And with voracious Jaw the World Devours. 
That Death which has ſo oft obey'd your call, 
And pour'd due Vengeance on the perjur'd Gaul, 
Now turn'd his Dart, but with remorſe he turn'd, 
Impelld to Wound at the fame time he Mourr'4, 


Alas, how hard's the Fate of ſhort liv'd Men, 
Extended but to Threeſcore Years, and Ten. 


The 


Come Britons! let your briny Tears o'er flow, 
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The Wiſe, the Great, the Juſt promiſcuous fall, 
One ſweepy Ruin, Scizes ſure on all, 
Elſe had not Marlbro', for in him theſe join'd, 
His Heav'n defended Life to Death reſignd. 


0 
þ 
| 


Fait from your Eyes, ſwell'd with the Pomp of Woe; 
Let every Mule her mourn ful Numbers chuſe, 


And ſwelling Grief fill every Mournful Muſe. 
Let every Bard the Mighty 10s deplore, * 
The Great, the Godlike A. 27ibro' is no more, 
That Maribro' which made fierce I avaria Yield, 
And with pale terror all G alicia Fill d. 

But now no more his Name their Hoſts arizht, 
Nor with freſh Ardour animate the Fight. 

No more he leads Britannia's conquering Hoſt, 
To Fame, and Gloty on a Foreign Coaſt, 

But all diffoly'd, the Fates have ſtopt his Breath, 
Arc! he's for ever lodg'd in the Cold Arms of Death. | þ 
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Thus Death, fell Ty rand; t no diſtinction knows, 
In Courts, in Cotts, with equal rage he Glows. 
Here with Debauch, and Midnight Maſquerades, 
And madding Riot, he the Court invades, : 
Deba uch, fell Monſter crowns the ſprightly Bowl, | 
Ard with mad Vigour fires the hurry d Soul; 
Leh Darcing Folly, whicls the boiling Blood, 
Av with fierce Fevers taints the Crimſon Flood, 
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Or elſe with ling ring Ills he waſtes the Frame, 


And burns with greater Heat the vital Flame, 
Nor reſt he gives by Night, nor reſt by Day: 
But eats the Fleſh, and waltes the Life * 


Thus Mankind's dread inordinate Deſires, 


| His fierce Intemp'rance, and forbidden Fires, 
Cut ſhort the thread of Life, and make him go 


With haſty Steps to meet his Fate below. 


So fares the early Fruit when Winds invade 


4 In Springs! ſoft verdant Bloom the tender Shade, E 
, Rough blows the Blaſt, the tender younglings fade, 
| | And with their wither'd Ruins ftrew the Mead. 


In other ſhapes the rural Swains he moves, 
And kills as ſure, tho not fo ſwift his Blows. 


On Rural Shades! may I enjoy your Sweets, 
| Your pleaſant Paſtures, and your ſoft Retreats, 
Where no dull Care invades the balmy round, 


No anxious ſtrife diſturbs the Peace profound. 


Here from the noiſy Clamors of the Great, 


And all the Tumults of the buſy State, 
| The noiſy Factions of unnumber'd Wits, 


The Smoak of Citys, and the powder'd Cits, 


The happy Swain enjoys the ſweets of Life 
With his fond Children, and his tender Wife. 


Gay 
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Gay ſpring advances in his pleaſing Green, 


And with ſweet Flow rs bedecks the Silvan Scene, i a 
The chearful Birds their early Mattins ſing, ; 
And with harmonious Notes falute the Spring. 1- 


The warbling Thruſh expands his tuneful Throat, 
The ſounding Vales, repeat the charming Note. f 
The tender Lambkins on the Hillocks play, F 
And has indulgent in the Solar Ray. 11 
And Here the Plyroman, with the ſhining Share, F 
Turns up the Soil, and ſows the future Year ; 1 
At Eve, the buſineſs of the Day being done, | / 
With chearful Mind, he ſeeks his little Home: 
There big with Joy receives his homely Fare, 31 
Exempt from Trouble, and exempt from Care ; 4 
Nor noxious Wines deluſive Joys ſhall bring, 5 
His drauzhts more pure are from the living Spring. 
Then ſoft reclin'd upon the Turf he lies, 
Sweet pleaſing flumbers ſeal his wearied Eyes. | 
No noxious Fumes from ill digeſtion brd 
Bring Dreams of horrors round his peaceful Head : | 
But pure, and active as the Morning dawn, 
That ftrews with pearly Dews the Flow'ry Lawn, 
He riſes with the early bluſhing Day, 58 | 


For ſtrength renew d, to Heav'n his thanks does pay 
And fervent to the Great Creator pray. 


aus lives « the Swain till mellowing Time bring; on 
Due diſlolation, and his Race is run, 


Then 


7 Thenas the Autumnal Fruit, Death brings him home; 
And ſtores his Body in the ſilent Tomb. 


Oh Sons of Men, why all this Care ani Stiiſe ? 
} Theſe conſtant buſtles in affairs of Life? 
Why with gay Cloaths, reſplendent Jewels, why; 
With the bright Beauties of the Tyrian Dye, : 
And all the Colours that perplex the Eye? 
Why all thoſe Dainties that enforce Delight, 
And prompt the Stomach with falſe Appetite ? 
: While the bright Soul, within it's Cell ſupine, 
Immortal Image of the power Divine) 
| Lies unregarded, nor her Int'reſt's fought, 
| For fleeting Bubbles ſhe is ſet at nought. 


So Narciſſus, ? th Fab! d pleaſing Theam 
| Of tuneſul Ovid) oer the Chriſtal Stream 
Purſues a Shadow in the limpid Flood, 

And pines regardleſs of both Reſt and Food, 
4 Nor heeds his better Self, but vainly flies, 
[ by his own enchanting Eyes. 


——— » 
— e ee 


Oh! that Mankind were Wiſe enough, that they) 

| Would their dear Souls, and fleeting thoughts Survey, 
And all their Actions in a Ballance Weigh. 

} Conſider with mature reflecting Grace - 

pon their ſhort, their ſwiftly rowling Days, 

When they muſt all their dear Enjoyments leave, 

And Rott, and Moulder in the gloomy Grave, 

| _ Cor- 
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Corruption there in Sable Robesarray'd, 

Strikes awful Horror thro' the cheatleſs Shade. 

With baleful Breath this pamper'd Frame he — 1 


And all to _— and Fztid Carnage tucrs. 1 
11 

Oh: dreadtu! Thougi: ' mult then that beaut Ou: 1- 

| Face, J 1 
That's now adorned with the {pendent Blaze Il 


Of Orient Gems, and bright retulgent mines, 1 
With Toil and Labour ſought in burning Ciimes, |. 
| 


Muſt that bright Face, which e'rſt for Beauty fam's, | 
That Face with Rev'rence, and Diſtinction named, 
Thoſe bright attractive Eyes, thoſe killing Charm 
And all that kindle Love, or paſſion Warms. 
Muſt thoſe ſoft graceful Limbs this Body fade, 
And Sink tor ever to the gloomy Shade ? 

They mult Alas. — No more they ſhall delight, 
No more with Admiration glut the Sight, 
The Worms on this ſame pleaſing Form ſhall Feaſt, 
And Stench, and filthineſs be round it Caſt. 


fv 


So Silvia, Silvia think, and think betimes, 
On the dread horrors of theſe baleful Climes, 
Throw by thoſe trifles that amuſe your Mind, 
And be for ever to Religion joyn'd, 


Hail, holy Light! by the Almighty given 
To lead poor erring Mortals up to Heav'n, 


Death, A Poem. 1 


Tis thou bright Seraph, teaches't us to move, 

In perfect Unity of Peace, and Love. | 
Tis thou ſubdues't the rancour of our Mind, 

f And ſhows Mankind true Ezppineſs to . 
No Cares infeſt, no anx ous Stcites anoy, 
ray Heav'nly Raptures, and exalted Joy, 
I Puce are thy Precepts which true Light diſplay, 
4 Diſpel the Shades, and drive the Mitts away. 


| E're this * bright Sun with healing Wings aroſe, 


: | Pale Nature groan'd beneath a weight of Woes, 
„In ſavage Herds the untaught Mortals ftraid, 
And every one his own ſtrong Laſts obey'd, 

Thro' hotteſt Fire th' avthink; ing Intaats files, 
Oer d to Devils in horrid Sacrifice, 


N hilſts Drums, and Timbr- I; Arownit sdying Cries. 


But now Diſpell'd Re. gion o es it's Arms, 
%Y And courts us with it s rig A active Charms, 
= |, Sets to our view e Scenes of Þ!ifs, 
And points a way to laſting Happineſs, 
Controuls the ill, and with 4 Golden Chain, i 
Our Warring Luſts, and; xppetites reſbcain, | 
Keeps us from roving in the Paths of Vice, 
And learns us early to be truly Wie, 
vet erring Mortals, to their Int'reſt blind, 


Forſake thy Paths, and leave thy Rules behind, 
| — : F 


— 
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In Paſſions various, and diſtracted Maze, 

They tread the rough, obſcure, and thorny Ways, 
Break o'er Religion 's facred bounds and go : 
In the wide Paths, that lead to endleſs Woe. 


Say Muſe, what various Conflicts, and cormentie 
| Fires, | 
Tears up that Breaſt, that's fill'd with fierce Deſire 1 
As when the Winds of Heaven Collected blow, ; 
And ſtir the Billows, from their Depths below, 
The Surge polluted rol!» the Swelling Tide, | 
Pours it's black R!i!;, and ſpreads the Deluge wide, | 
So ſwells that Soul, ſuch Tempeſts tear that Breaſt | 
Whoſe warring Appetttes are not ſuppreit, | 
Eternal Motions, and Conflicting Pains, ; 
And fierce regret within his Boſom reigns, 
Each Action big with wild Confuſion moves, 
It hates, and fears, rejects and then approves; 
Inconſtant as the Wind, whoſe airy Way, 
Is not one moment in a Conſtant Stay, F 
But ſhifts it's courſe ſo is his wav ring Mind, 
To every Paſſion of the Soul inclin'd. 


k 


Oh how unlike that Man whoſe conſtant ro ö 
By the mo of blefs'd Religion's bound, 


Within his Breaſt eternal Peace reiides, 
And not his Will, but brighter Reaſon guides, 
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No fierce Emotions. no inteſtine Jarrs, 

No ſtinging Conſcience, nor Heart-eating Cares, 

Infeſt his Breaſt, but calm as Summer's Sea, 

When der it's ſurface balmy Zephyr play, 

1 lie taſtes that Peace that harmony of Mind, 

Which only to the Vert ous few's confin' d. 

4 Here Death behold ' be all thy rage ſuppreſt, 
and lull the Rancour of thy poyl nous breaſt, 
| The good Man, ſmiling views thy dreadful Dart, 
| Dreadful in vain, he ſcorns the feeble Smart, 

de, | Burns with a God-like ardor to engage 

aſt Thy utmoſt Force, and ſtand thy ſhocking Rage, 
Secure his Soul on Virtue's balls raiſe, 
| Leaves it's dull Earth, and ſeeks it's Native Skies. 


So when ſome Mariner long Voy ging o'er 
The ſtormy Seas, beholds a fruitful Shoar, 
Pleas d his glad Soul the diſtant View employs; 
ouſpends his Cares, and fills with riſing Joys. 
d, } | | 
Matter ſubjected only feels Death's ſtroke, 
And bows reluctant to his galling Yoke, 
{ Tho' fam d Lucretius this ſure I'ruth denies, 
And fays the Soul compos d of Matter dies, 
} That with the breath ſhe takes her gloomy Flight, 
Diſſolves in Air, or ſinks in endleſs Night. 


Va; 
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Vain Man deluded with the Idle Dream, 
Of thy own Brains, that could ſuch Notions Frame, 
| Notions which fink us down with Brutes to roam, 
Make this our Relidence, and final Home ; 
Say then what means thoſe Thoughts, thoſe ſtrong 
Delire:, — 
On whoſe expanded Wings our Soul aſpires ? 
Why ſtands Eternity confeſsd to view ? 
And why claims ſhe it as her certain due? 
Why burns in all Mankind this glorious Flame, 
And not in Creatures of another Frame? | 
Rut only that a Spark from Heav'a informs 
Tuneir active Breaſts, and with it's glory warms, 
thy Reaſonꝭ not the Brute? — Why don't ſhe draw 
"rom Solid Conſequence a certain Law ? 
wut Ah! too weak ſhe wants the Soul to rife, 
e Soul alone that makes the Man fo wile, 
Native of Heav'n, and Daughter of the Skies, 
Fe rom Feav'n ſhe came, for Heav'nile longs to be 
From Clogging Fleſh; and cumb'riag Cares ſet free. 


If the bright Soul the ſtroke of Death evades, 
Nor finks with Hatter to the chearful Shades, 
Why should pale Fears, ant anxious Strifes inſeſt, 
And life conluming horrors tear our Breaſt ? 
When not to Death, but Lice immortal we 
Are from t!15 brit ile Frame of Clay lat ixee. 
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Oh you that truſt in the bright ſhining Mould, 
And brood indulgent o'er your heaps of Gold, 
| That Idolize your Wealth, nor heed the cryes 
Of souls oppreſs'd with grinding Miſeries: | 
What would the ſultry [ndia's boundleſs Store, 
| Her inexhauſted Veins of Solid Ore, 
| Or Gems avail to bribe all conquering Death, 
And for a moment ſtop thy parting breath? 

Not hing, Alas! this gaudy ſtore can Eaſe, 
ö Nor add one moment to thy deſtin d Doys, 


| Whilſt Death gigantick ſtalks with gloomy ſtride; 


| | Mocks our vain efforts, and derides our Pride, 
| In vain the Sons of Art their Drvge: infuſe, 


And all the Herbs that ſip the early Dews: 
No more their Skill avails, teebbes their Art 
I' evade grim Death, or turn his forceful Dart. 
4 Then what avails the ſhining Heaps that lye 
Hid by the Miſer from the World: keen Eye? 
| It's all but Duſt —- Duit of a finer N 
By heat refin d and rip<r'd into Gold, | 
Strong Cares it bri-7s and 50ul tormenting Woes, 
And robs the Owner of his fot Repole, 


* 


Oh! then ye Suns of Men eber tis too late, 
\Revolve the ſhortuelꝭ of, ur ſcanty State, 


Learn how time poſting never ina itay 


ats up the viral Springs, and brings the Day, 8 
WM \Thar all thy Warldly Wealth ſhall fly away, 
; 1 \ , 


And 


Where raptures blooming crown the Saint above 


With eager haſte, and Anxious ſtrife they run 


While future Blifs can no attraction find, 


My Soul ſhall range, with Youthand Vigour crown'd 
And taſte the Pleaſures of a bliſs profound, : 
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And leave thee Naked on the rueful Shore, 
Where Conſcience looſen d ſhall for ever rore, | 
Nor Wealth, nor Greatneſs ever Court thee i, 
Oh! timely think, thy fleeting Wealth expend, 
Barter the Mammon for the real Friend, = 
Which nor the waſte of Time, nor Death decays, 
But to th Eternal World of Light conveys, 


With endleſs Joys, and everlaſting Love. 


Cannot the raptures which the righteous know, > 
The peace Divine that ſhall for ever flow, 
Exalt men's Minds from grov ling here below? -—? 


Upon thoſe Rocks which prudence bids them ſhun. 
They Court the World tho the big Fantom flies, 


Eſcapes their graſp, and cheats their dazzl'd Eyes; 


Nor charm the Soul, nor fire th' aſpiring Mind, 
Tho' bleſt Eternity with this ſhall riſe, 
And that immerg'd in Care and Sorrow dies. 


Eternity thro' whoſe extended prime, 
Beyond the Limits of all wafting Time, , 


A bliſs exempt from all the Cares, and Strife, 
That toſs yex'd Mortals i in this Sea of Life, 


Etern} 
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0 Eternal raptures, ſuch no Thought can frame, | 
8 No Mind conceive, nor ſure no Tongue can name. 


3 Not ſuch as that * Impoſtor fram'd below, 
Luxuriant Fields where ſwelling Nectars flow, 
Where richeſt Dainties, and the ſpicy Wine, 
And lovely Women Black, and in their prime 
Shall be the bliſs; upon a Bank reclin'd, 

3 Whilſt pleaſing Odours plays on wings of Wind. 
Meer carnal Dreams, to Sence alone confin d, 
Nor can employ the more exalted Mind ; 

For how can ſenſual Pleaſures e er affect, 

Or pleaſe the more exalted Intellect ? 

3 Somethings more exquiſite the Soul employ, 

I Exalt with Raptures, and infuſe with Joy. 


M, 


To raiſe. the Soul, to arm here laſt Receſs, 
And give her Wings to mount to Happineſs, 
Firm and refolv'd in the laft Storm of Fate, ? 
To make her rife above the Tyrants hate, 
Virtue muſt ſtill it's conſtant Force diſplay, 
And light her onward with it's Heav'nly ray, 
So ſhall ſhe ſafe behold that dreaded Shore, 
where Tempeſts rife, and warring Tumults roar. 
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As the White Stan does o'er the Billows riſe, 
Nor fears the Tempeſts of inclement Skies, 
But if the Waves on her ſilk Plumage play 
With flutt' ring Pinions bruſh the Drops away: 
So Arm'd with Virtue ſits the Soul ſedate, 
And ſmiles Superiour on the frowns of Fate. 
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